CHAPTER IX

WHITE HAWTHORN

MARIOTA, Lady of Rusco, sat in front of her
mirror., a Venetian mirror brought by Ludovick
from Padua. Framed in a garland of silver
leaves and exotic flowers, wrought by the hand
of a skilled craftsman, its steel grey surface
was mysterious as a mountain tarn on a brood-
ing autumn day. She gazed into it eagerly as
if it held the answer to some vital question of
her heart. But the mirror mocked her with
her own reflection; a reflection which with
all its beauty had no power to delight her.

She was newly risen, and alone; Ludovick
had gone forth early with his hawks and
hounds. She had breathed more freely since
the clatter of his horse's hoofs had died away.
In the eight months which had elapsed since
Arnot cured him, she had grown each day
more painfully impatient of his limitations,
more weary of his ardour. The faults she had
condoned whilst he was ill and suffering,
aroused in her an acute repugnance now that
they were blended with a vigour which
rejoiced in life and took for granted that she
loved him. How crude her husband's passion